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must look upon the farmers that drive in to get a
horse shod or to do a little trading and then drive
briskly away! How the vision of the farm, the cattle,
the sheep, the barn, the growing crops, the early
morning, the sowing, the planting, the harvesting
must haunt them! Nothing to do! When they were
driven and oppressed with work they had thought,
What pleasure to be free from all this, to be at liberty
to go and come as one likes, with no cows to milk
or chores to do! Now they probably have not a hen
or a dog to comfort them. These men do not live
out more than half their latter days. Nature has
no use for them, and they soon drop away; whereas
their neighbors who stick to the farm and keep
the currents going, reach a much more advanced
period of life.

Rust and rot and mildew come to unused things.
An empty and deserted house, how quickly it goes
to decay I and an unoccupied man, how is his guard
down on every side! When the will relaxes or is not
stimulated, the physical powers relax also and their
power to ward off disease is greatly lessened. Among
men of all kinds who have retired from active life
the mortality should be and doubtless is much
greater than among men of the same age who stick
to their lifelong occupations. Here is a farmer just
died at eighty-eight who managed his farm till
within a few months of his death; here is his neigh-
bor, ten years younger, who retired to the village
